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And doe him right, that anfwering one foule wrong 
Liucs not to a£t another. Be fatisficd $ 

Your Brother dies to morrow; be content. 

I fab. So you muft be f firft that giues this fentence, 
And hce, that fuffers: Oh, it is excellent 
To haue a Giants ftrength: but it is tyrannous 
To vfc it like a Giant. 

Luc . That's well faid. 

Ifb. Could great men thunder 
As lone himfelfe do’s, Ieue would neuer be quiet, 

For cuery pelting petty Officer 
Would vfe his heauen for thunder; 

Nothing but thunder: Mercifull heauen, 

Thou rather with chy fharpe and fulpherousbok 
Splits the vn-wedgabk and gnarled Oke, 

Then the foft: Mertill: But man, proud roan, 

Dreft in a little briefc authoririe. 

Mod ignorant of what he's moll affur’d, 

(His glafsie Effcnce) like an angry Ape 

Plaics fuch phantaftique tricks before high heauen, 

As makes the Angels weepe: who with our fpleenes, 
Would all themfelues laugh mortall. 

Luc. Oh,co him,to him wench: he will relent, 

Hee's comming : I perceiue'c. 

Pro. Pray heauen fhe win him, 

Ifab. We cannot weigh oitr brother with our felfe. 
Great men may Veit with Saints: tis wit in them, ^ 
But in the leffe fowle prophanation. • 

Luc. Thou’it i'th tight (Girle) more o'that. 

Ifab. That in the Captainc’s but a cboUericke word, 
Which in the Souldier is flat blafphcmie. - 
Luc. Art auis’do’that? more onk. 

Ang. Why doe you put thefe fayings vpott me ? 

Ifab. Bccaufe Authoritie, though It erre like others, 
Hath yet a kind.e of medicine in it felfe 
That skins the vice o*th top ; goe to your bofome, 

Knock there, and aske your heart what it doth know 
That's like my brothers fault: if it confeffc 
A naturall guiltineffe,fuch as is his, 

Let it not found a thought vpon your tongue 
Againft my brothers life. 

Aug. Shce fpeakes, and 'tis fuch fence 
That my Scnce breeds with it; fare you well. 

Ifab. Gentle my Lord,turnebacke. 

Aug. I will bethinke me; come againe to morrow, 
/y*.Hark,howllc bribe you:good my Lord turn back. 
Aug. How? bribe me? 

If. I,with fuch gifts that heauen fhall fliare with you 
Luc. You had mat’d all elfe. 

I fib. Not with fond Sickles of the tefted-gold, 

Or Stones, whofe rate are either rich, or poore 
As fancie values them: but with true prayers. 

That fhall be vp at heauen, and enter there 
Ere Sunne rife: prayers from preferued foules, 

Fromfalling Maides, whofe mindes arededisace 
T o nothing temporall. 

Aug. Well: come to me to morrow. 

Luc. Goe to :’cis well; away, 

Ifab. Heauen keepe your honour fafe. 

Aug. Amen. 

For I am that way going to temptation, 

Where prayers croffe* 

Ifab. At what hower to morrow. 

Shall I'attend your Lordflhip? 

Aug. At any time Yore-noone. 

Ifab. 'Satie your Honour. 


Aug. From thee: euen from thy vertuc. 

What's this ? what’s this i is this her fault, or mine f 
TheTempter,or the Tempted, who fins mod ?ha? 
Not (he: nor doth (he tempt: but it is I, 

That, lying by the Violet in the Sunne , 

Doc as the Carrion do’s, not as the flowre. 

Corrupt with vertuous feafon; Can it be. 

That Modcfty may more betray our Sencc 
Then womans lightneffe? hauing waftc ground eu 0 u 
Shall wc defire to raze the San&uary * u § 

And pitch our euils there ? oh fie, fie, fie: 

What doft thou ? or what art thou tsfngele * 

Doft thou defirc her fo wly,for thofe things 
That make her good ? oh, let her brother liue,' 
Thecues for their robbery haue authority. 

When Iudges fteale thcmfelues: what, doc Iloueher 
That 1 defire to heare her fpeake againe? * 

ft nd feaft vpon her eyes ? what is’t I dreame on ? 

Oh cunning enemy, that to catch a Saint, 

With Saints doft bait thy hooke: mod dangerous 
Is that temptation, that doth goad vs om ° 

Tafinne, in louing vertuc: neuer could the Strumpet 

With all her double vigor, Art, and Nature 

Once ftir my temper: but this vertuous Maid 

Subdues me quite : Euer till now 

When men were fond, I fmiMgpM wondred how. E*it, 


Seem Tenia. 


Enter Duke and Prouoft. 

Duke. Haile to you frouofifo I thinke you are. 

Fro. I am the Prouoft : whacs your will, good Frier? 

Duke. Bound by my charity, and my blcit order, 

I come to vifite the affli<ftcd fpirits 
Here in the prifon: doe me the common right 
To let me fee them: and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes,that I may minifter 
To them accordingly. 

Pro. I would do more then that,ifmorc were needfull 
Enter luliet . 

Looke here comes one: a Gentlewoman of mine, 

Who falling in theflawes of her owne youth, 

Hath blifterd her report: She is with childe. 

And he chat got it, fentenc'd: a yong man, 

More fit to doe another fuch offence. 

Then dye for this. 

Duk. When muft he dye ? 

Pro. As I do thinke to morrow* 

I haue prouided for you.ftay a while 
And you fhall be conducted. 

Duk. Repent you (faire one) ofthe fin you carry? 

Iul. I doe; and beare the lhamemoftpatiently. 

L)u. He teach you how you fhal araign your confcilce 
And try your penitence, if it be found. 

Or hollowly put on. 

Iul. lie gladly lcarne. 

Duk. Loue you the man that wrong'd you? 

Iul. Yes,as I lone the woman that wrong’d him. 

&*k* So then it feemes yournaoft offence full aft 
Was mutually committed. 

Iul. Mutually. j 

Duk± Then was your fin ofh&uier kinde then his. 

Iul. 1 doc confeffc it, and repent it (Father.) 

Du. Ti s 
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that the fin bach t?rough; you to frif fane 
Which forrow is alwaies toward our fcljies.not heauen, 
sto wing wc would not fpare heauen.as wcloae k. 

Rut as we ftand in feare. , 
hi I doe repent eie,as it. is an emll. 

And take the .frame with ioy. 

‘Duke. There reft: 

Your partner (as I heare) muft .die to morro a , . 

And l am going w;th inftrua.on to him. 

Grace qoe with y»U) Beneatctte. * XI '- 

/«' J Muft die to morrow? on tniurious Loue 

That refpits me a life whofe very coanort 

Is foil a dying horror. 

Pro. ’Tis pi«y of htm. nnv Exeunt. 

Seem Quttrta. 


Enter Angelo. 

An. When I would pray,& think,I thinke,and pray 
To fcucrall fubieas; heauen hath my empty words, 
Whilft my Inuention, hearing not my Tongue, 

Anchors on If bell: heaven in my mouth, 

AsIfldid but onely cliew his name, 

And in my heart the ftrong and iwclling euill 
Ofmy conception: the ftate whereon 1 ftudied 

Is like a good thing, being often read 

Growne feard, and tedious: yea, my Grauitie 
Wherein (let no man heare me) I take pride. 

Could I, with boote, change fpr an idle plume 
Which the ayre beats for vaine: oh place, oh forme. 
How often doft thou with thy cafe, thy habit 
Wrench awe from fooles, and tye the wifer foules 
To thy falfe feeraing ? Blood, thou art blood, 

Let’s write good Angell on the Dcuills home 
’Tis not the Deuills Crcft: how now ? who's there ? 
Enter Servant. 

Ser . One If bell Sifter, defires accede to you. 

Ang. Teach her the way : oh, heauens 
^ Why doe's my bloud thus mufter to my hearty 
Making both it vnablefor it felfe, 

And difpoffefsing all my other parts 
Of neceflary fitneffe ? 

So play thefoolifii throngs with om that fwounds, 
Come all to help him, and fo ftop the ayre 
By which hee fhould reuiuc .* and cuen fo 
Thegenerallfubieci to a wel-wifht King 
Quit their ownc part, and in obfequious fondnefle 
Crowd to his prefence,where their vn-taught loue 
Muft needs appear offence: how now faire Maid. 

Enter Ifbella. 

Ifab. I am come to know your pleafure. (me, 

^».That you might know it,wold much better pleafe 
Then to demand what ’cis: your Brother cannot liue. 
Ifab. Euen fo : heauen keepe your Honor. 

Aug. Yet may he liue a while; and it may be 
As long as you, or I: yet he muft die. 

Ifab. Vnderyour Sentence? 

Ang. Yea. 

Ifab. When, I befcech you : that in his Rcprieue 
(Longer, or fhorter) he may be fo fitted 
That his foule ficken not. 

Aug. Ha ? fie,thefe filthy vices.Tt were as good 


{ To pardon him,that hath from nature ftolnc 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their fawcic fweetnes,that do coyne heauens Image 
In ftamps that arc forbid: 'tis all as ealic, 

Falfeiy to take away a life true made. 

As to put mettle in reftrained meancs 
To make a falfe one. 

Ifab . Tis fee downe fo in heauen, but not in earth, 

Ang. Say you fo: then I fhall poze you quickly. 
Which had you rather,that the moftiuft La w 
Now cookc your brothers life,and to redeeme him 
Giue vp your body to fuch fwcet vneleannefie 
As flic that he hath ftaind ? 

Ifb. Sir,bcleeue this. 

I had rather giue my body,then my foule. 

Aug. 1 talke not of your foule : our compel’d fins 
Stand more for number,thcnfor acccmpt. 

Ifab. How fay you ? 

Ang. Nay lie not warrant that .* for I can fpeake 
Againft the thing I fay: AnTwere to this, 

I (now the voyce of the recorded Law) 

Pronounce a fentence on your Brothers life. 

Might there not be a charitieinfinnc. 

To faue this Brothers life ? 

Ifb. Pleafe you to dooT, 
lie take it as a periil to my foule, 

It is no finne at all.buc charitie. 

Ang. Pleaf d you to doo’c,at periil of your foule 
Were equal! poize of finne,and charitie. 

Ifab. That I do beg his life,ifit be finne 
Heauen let me beare it: you granting of my fuit. 

If that be fin,lie make it my Mornc-praier, 

To haue it add«d to the faults of mine. 

And nothing of your anfwere. 

Ang. Nay,but heare me. 

Your fence purfues not mine: either you are ignorant, 
Or feeme fo crafty; and that’s not good. 

Ifab. Let be ignorant,and in nothing good. 

But gracioufly to know I am no better. 

Ang. Thus wifdome wifhes to appeare moft bright. 
When it doth taxe it felfe .• As thefe blacke Mafques 
Proclaimc an en-fhield beauty ten times louder 
Then beauty could difplaied: But marke me. 

To be receiued piaine, lie fpeake more groffe : 

Your Brother is to dye. 

Ifb. So. 

Ang. And his offence is fo,as ic appearcs. 

Accountant to the Law, vpon that paine. 

Ifb. True. 

Ang. Admit no other way to faue his life 
(Asl fubferibe not thar,nor any other. 

But in the Ioffe ofqueftion) that you,his Sifter, 

Finding your felfe defir’d of fuch a perfon, 

Whofe creadit with the Iudge,or owne great place. 
Could fetch your Brother from the Manacles 
Of the all-building-Law : and that there were 
No earthly raeane to faue him,but that either 
You muft lay downe the treafures of your body. 

To this iuppofed,or elfe to let him fuffer; 

What would you doe ? 

Ifb. As much for my poore Brother,as my felfe; 
That is: were I vnder the tearmes ofdeath, 
Th’impreffton of keene whips,Tld wearc as Rubies, 
And ftrip my felfe to death,as to a bed. 

That longing haue bin fickc for,ere lTd yceld 
My body vp to ftiame# 

Aug. That 










































































